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fagade of Kemball and Bishop's, it all went to lys
head like champagne.
He broke the silence at last. " It's Venice/3* he
said. " There's the Doge's palace."                *
My heart sank; if he was going to be aesthetically
enslaved he would never fight for us. I felt like
the heathen king who hired Balaam tj> curse the
Israelites and found the disconcerting prophet was
blessing them instead. I hurried him away and
chose another point of vantage a couple of hundred
yards higher up by a long stretch of water. I knew
this to be a sordid place; on its dirty oily water
odoriferous barges glide furtively past or become
stuck and have to be laboriously pushed, ptiiled and
shoved off. The smells are so aggressive as often to
have caused fresh-air enthusiasts to shut their bedroom
windows with a disillusioned bang, realising at last
that there were limits to the blessedness of their cult.
I stood back, praying he would get the proper
impression this time.
But the bargees were evidently in league with
the elements to cast a glamour on the poet by my
side. Moored at our feet was a vessel piled high
like a mountain peak with tin waste, silver, shining
bits of metal of all shapes and sizes refracted moon-
beams from different angle and my companion
brooded on it long.
Of course it was nice to be able to offer for
worship to an artistic soul, but I fear the evening
must be written down as a complete failure from
any other point of view.
The path leaves the delectable old houses on the